PATCHWORK                                         "A"
I thought in India there were only two classes,
money-lenders and money-lendees. I daresay the
"Sessions Court" hears claims for vast sums of ten
rupees and over.
My tonga put me down at some distance from the
pink, brick building, and sheered rapidly away, as if
finding the locality distasteful. A great number of
sleeping coolies woke up and pointed at me and a cer-
tain number of pert young police-boys saluted, and
asked me my business in English, in Hindi, in Urdu.
I hadn't any exact idea what my business was, but
I was presently taken through a maze of dark and
filthy passages, and let out at the other end into a
room completely full of tobacco smoke.
Across this stinking fog I could see nothing at
all; but other eyes, more used to local conditions,
apparently spotted my entry, for several pairs of
hands clutched at my arms and my hands. The
touch was greasy and I supposed, therefore, black.
I felt hastily for my pocket-book, which was,
however, safely in my breast pocket.
Young G------*s voice said:   "Hullo, Charles, old
man, jolly good of you to have come down. You're
a bit early or we're a bit late. It doesn't matter. I'm
supposed to be hearing another case, but it can
wait. I'll call your punka-wallah right now. Come
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